Lank as unthrift's purse, but a soul's sack;

Whose eyes seek light within; for all here's shade;

Whose mouths are holes, rather worn out than made;

Whose every tooth to a several place is gone

To vex the soul at resurrection;

Name not these living death-heads unto me,

For these not ancient but antic be.

I hate extremes; yet I had rather stay

With tombs than cradles to wear out the day.

Since such Love's natural station is, may still

My love descend, and journey down the hill;

Not panting after growing beauties; so

I shall ebb on with them who homeward go.

DEATH

Language! thou art too narrow and too weak
To ease us now; great sorrows cannot speak.
If we could sigh out accents and weep words, %
Grief wears and lessens that tear's breath affords/
Sad hearts, the less they seem the more they are;
(So guiltiest men stand mutest at the bar)
Not that they know not, feel* not, their estate,
But extreme sense hath made them desperate.
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